76                            DRAMATIC POEMS.
JEpytus.
Only by over joy.
Art thou, then, come ? . . .
JEpytus.
Never to part again.
[They fall into one another's arms. Then MEROPE, holding JSPYTUS by the hand, turns to THE CHORUS.
Merope.
0 kind Messenian maidens, 0 my friends, Bear witness, see, mark well, on what a head My first stroke of revenge had nearly fallen!
Tlie Chorus.
We see, dear mistress: and we say, the Gods, As hitherto they kept him, keep him now,
Merope.
0 my son !                                                         str
1 have, I have thee .... the years Fly back, my child ! and thou seem'st